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everything shadowy, fleeting and unreal. I feel as if life is a dream
from which at any moment I may awake.
Sunday, 20 October
A dark wet day. I read prayers in the morning and a Declaration
of Assent to the Prayer Book and Articles on being licensed to the
Curacy of Langley Burrell. I think this proclamation rather
astonished the people.
Thursday, 24 October
A wild wet morning. Charles Awdry of Draycot came over to
call on me this afternoon, and I walked back with him as far as Cold
Harbour. He told me he once said to Lord Cowley at Draycot
House, 'My ancestors owned this estate when yours were peasants'.
*It is true', Lord Cowley said. 'We are only a hundred years old/
Sunday, 27 October
I have rarely seen Langley Church and Churchyard look more
beautiful than they did this morning. The weather was lovely and
round the quiet Church the trees were gorgeous, the elms dazzling
golden and the beeches burning crimson. The golden elms illu-
minated the Church and Churchyard with strong yellow light and
the beeches flamed and glowed with scarlet and crimson fire like
the Burning Bush. The place lay quiet in the still autumn sunshine.
Then the latch of the wicket gate tinkled and pretty Keren Wood
appeared coming along the Church path under the spreading
boughs of the wide larch, and in the glare of yellow light the bell
broke solemnly through the golden elms that stood stately round
the Church.
To-day we had one of those soft, still, dreamy, golden afternoons
peculiar to Autumn.
Monday, 28 October
This afternoon I cleaned the harness entirely myself and sent it
out smarter and brighter than it has been I think for years.
Wednesday, 30 October
Called on the Dallins, the new people at Langley Lodge, and
found both Captain and Mrs. Dallin were out riding.
Monday, 25 November
The old Manor House of Langley Burrell used to stand on the
knoll just beyond the fishpond below the terrace walk, where an

